A Journey to the Valley of the Assassins
to drink out of my cup—a piece of advice I was by no means
unwilling he should take.
The Imams of Kadhimain seem to have scattered their
families over this region: Musa's son Jacob has a little mosque
here, with a tattered green shroud round the tomb and the
hand of Abbas cut out in tin, all very poor and dilapidated:
but the graveyard is grass-grown, surrounded by a low wall
with the blue distance beyond it and a sycamore above,
and this gives it an atmosphere of peace unusual to the bleak
and dingy Moslem tombs.
'Aziz took me back through the village, a placid hen
destined for pilau nestling in his arm, while the Elders, sitting
over their long pipes in the sun, looked at us glumly. They
did not come to call: they left us to the inferior company
of the women, who were stingy with the melted butter,
said the mother of * Aziz after what sounded like a fight.
" They are people of the plain," she explained witheringly,
the light of battle still in her eyes.
The highlands must have won again as usual, for when
the pilau came she poured the butter over it in a rich stream
amid a cowed but regretful silence. Sobs from a little girl
whose parent had just saved her from my toffee added
pathos to the scene. I was careful afterwards how I gave
things to children, though I never met this sort of bigotry
again.
Meanwhile it was depressing to sit in the midst of so
much disapproval. It froze to horror when they saw me
drinking tumblers of what * Aziz told them was arak out of
my water-bottle: and though my small gift next morning
restored harmony, with embraces and protestations, I left
Dastgird as prejudiced as any of the party against lowlands
in general.
It was five-thirty, in the cool light before sunrise.
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